The FelUbin
where the small boys were all gathered in charge of the
Mulla, whose preoccupied efforts as he moved among them
with short-sighted spectacles and green turban seemed
quite insufficient to repress their natural spirits.
The mosque is a little model mosque, rather like a
dissenters' chapel to look at, with rush matting laid all
over the floor, very clean and neat and bare: here the feast
was to be spread, with no feeling of incongruity among
sensible people who do not take their holidays as things
to be ashamed of in the sight of the Lord, and probably
feel that he enjoys the picnics as much as they do. Any-
way, there was something of the old hieratic pomp as the
great copper trays were borne in shoulder high, with
mountains of rice steaming like Fujiyamas unextinct and
large cauldrons close at hand from which gravies and
gobbets of mutton poured lusciously. Then there was
a great sitting down, a matter of some arrangement
considering the number of the invited and the amplitude of
the garments, which tend to spread like a billowing sea
around anyone inside them who is trying to sit on the
floor: but eventually every tray was surrounded by its
circle of devotees and the serious business of enjoyment
began, in befitting silence, and with a rapidity which
makes one realize why half the Arabs die of indigestion.
In the twinkling of an eye those trays were empty, replaced
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